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land. But now I want to see you enjoying your food and putting
down your wine, till you are once more the men you were when
first you sailed from your homes in rugged Ithaca. You are
worn out now and depressed: you cannot forget the buffetings
you have had. And your sufferings have been so continuous that
you don't know what it is to have a merry heart."

'My gallant company were not difficult to persuade. In fact
we stayed on day after day for a whole year, feasting on meat
galore and mellow wine. But when the year was out, and the
seasons began to repeat their round, my good friends called me
aside one day and said reproachfully: "Master, if you are ever
going to escape and get back to your old home in your own
country, it's high time you thought of Ithaca again." This was
enough: my proud heart was convinced.

(For the rest of that day till sunset we sat and banqueted on the
meat and mellow wine that were provided in such abundance.
When the sun sank and night fell, my men settled down for
sleep in the darkened hall. But I went to the beautiful bed where
Circe lay and there clasped the goddess9 knees in prayer, while
she listened to my eager words:

' "Circe," I said,<<! beseech you to keep that promise which
you made me once to send me home. I am eager now to be gone,
and so are all my men. They wear me out and pester me with
their complaints whenever you are not about."

' "Royal son ofLaertes, Odysseus of the nimble wits," the
goddess answered me, "I am not going to keep you in my house
against your wishes. But before I can send you home you have
to make a journey of a very different kind, and find your way to
the Halls of Hades and Persephone the Dread, to consult the soul
of Teiresias, the blind Theban prophet, whose understanding
even death has not impaired. For dead though he is, Persephone
has left to him, and him alone, a mind to reason with. The rest
are mere shadows flitting to and fro."

' This news broke my heart. I sat down on the bed and wept.
I had no further use for life, no wish to see the sunshine any
more. But when at last I grew tired of tears and of tossing about